HOW HE LIED TO  HER HUSBAND

It is eight o'clock in the evening. The curtains are drawn
and the lamps lighted in the drawing room of Her flat in Crom-
well Road. Her lover, a beautiful youth of eighteen, in evening
dress and cape, with a bunch of flowers and an opera hat in his
hands) comes in alone. The door is near the corner; and as he
appears in the doorway he has the fireplace on the nearest wall
to his right; and the grand piano along the opposite wall to his
left. Near the fireplace a small ornamental table has on it a
hand mirror, a fan, a pair of long white gloves, and a little
white woollen cloud to wrap a woman*s head in. On the other
side of the room, near the piano, is a broad, square, softly up-
holstered stooL The room is furnished in the most approved
South Kensington fashion: that is, it is as like a show room as
possible, and is intended to demonstrate the social position and
spending powers of its owners, and not in the least to make them
comfortable.

He is, be it repeated, a very beautiful youth, moving as in a
dream, walking as on air. He puts his flowers down carefully
on the table beside the fan; takes off his cape, and, as there is
no room on the table for f/, takes it to the piano; puts his hat
on the cape; crosses to the hearth; looks at his watch; puts it
up again; notices the things on the table; lights up as if he
saw heaven opening before him; goes to the table and takes the
cloud in both hands, nestling his nose into its softness and kissing
it; kisses the gloves one after another; kisses the fan; gasps a
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